MALTA    AND    ITALY,     IQl8

might be more. I climbed above the clouds and for some time
Leslie kept station on me till, past Blois and near Bourges, we ran
into thick snow and lost each other. I held on for some time, but
eventually visibility got too bad to continue. I put her down in
two feet of snow and somehow remained right side up. The first
arrivals on the scene were obviously Germans followed soon after
by Chinese, and I discovered I had landed not in Germany or
China but in a prisoner-of-war camp, and the Chinamen were
part of the labour corps. I let the water out of my radiator and
walked into Roanne, leaving a French guard on the aircraft. On
the telephone I learnt that Leslie had landed not far away. Next
day, in trying to start the motor, the water pump spindle fractured
as the water inside the pump had frozen, and that necessitated
spare parts from England. Time was pressing, I was carrying
despatches for Malta, and so I completed my journey by train
and boat. Before leaving I took the wings off the D.H.4, assisted
by a Boche prisoner, who worked quite well on the job, and
loaded it on train for the French aerodrome at Lyons.

To catch the Rome express I had to go to Chambery, a very
beautiful little French town in the mountains where the children
were tobogganing on excellent snow. I promised myself I would
go there some day for winter sports, but never got the opportunity.

The Admiralty had ordered some big Caproni triplane
bombers with Fiat engines, and I went to Turin to see them. They
seemed to me very clumsy-looking machines, and I much preferred
the three-engined biplane which Caproni showed me with great
pride.

Next day I arrived at Rome in brilliant sunshine, and I was
warm for the first time that winter. What a lovely city, and
though I had little time to explore it before leaving for Taranto
by the night train I did look round St. Peter's very thoroughly
with the help of a guide. Magnificent, especially the mosaic
pictures, but even more ornate than Milan Cathedral. From an
English paper I discovered that I had been promoted to Wing-
Captain on the ist January.

. I reached Malta via Taranto, crossing over in the honzo, and
reported to Commodore Burmester, Chief-of-Staff to the C.-in-C.,
Admiral Callaghan. My task was to discuss with Captain Scarlett,
commanding the R.N.A.S. in Eastern Mediterranean, the air
situation as it affected the Navy and to suggest plans for the
future. It was a difficult problem with shore bases so widely
separated and the range of aircraft so very limited, and it seemed
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